




" Tin Mer ditto thou confortcft with Romeo. 

Mer. Confort, what do’ft thou makers Minftrels? and thou 
make Minftrels of vs, look to heare notrkjg but difcords, here's 
my Fiddlefticke , hecre’s that fhall make you dance zounds 

confort. 

Ben. Wetalkeherein the publike haunt of men: 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place, 

Or reafon coldly of your gricuances : 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Met. Mens eies were made to looke, and let them gaze. 

1 will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tt. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my naan: 

Mer. But He be hang’d fir,if he wcare your Liuerys 
M arry goe before to field, heclc bey ur follower. 

Your Worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Ttb. Romeo, the laue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better terme then this : thou art a Villaine. 

Re, Ttbalt,x\\c reafon that I haue to loue thee, 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To fuch a greeting : Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know’ft me not. 

Ti. Boy, this fhall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me therefore turne and draw. 

Ro. I doc proteft I neuer iniured thee. 

But loue thee better then thou canft deuife - 
Till thou (halt know the reafon of my loue, 

And fo good Cap it let, which name I tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be fatisfied. 

Mer. Ocalrae dishonourable, vilefubmiflion : 
oA lla Hucatbo carries it away. 

Tib alt , you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your 
liuesj, that I meane to make bold withall, and as you (ha 
vfemee hereafter dric beate the reft of the eight. Will 
pluckeyour Sword out of his Pilcher by the earcs ?makcn« 
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mine bee about your cares ere it bee our. 

ge. Gentle Mereutto , put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir your Taffado. 

Ro. Draw Benuolio, beate downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for (hame forbeare this outrage* 

Tibalt, Mercntto ,the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreets. 

Hold Ttb alt, good Mercutio. 

x/iveaj Tibalt. 

Mer . I am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, T am fped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marry ’tis enough. 

Where is my Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer, No *tis not fo deepc as a Well,nor fo wide as a Churefe 
doore, but ’tis enough, twill fetue s aske for me to morrow, and 
you {hall find mce a graue man. I am peppered I warrant , for 
this World, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog,a rat, a 
moufc, a cat to fcratch a man to death , a braggart, a rogue* a 
villaine, that fights by the boeke of Arithmetick , why the 
deu’le came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vndcr your arnoc. 

Ro. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer, Helpe me into fomehoufe Benuolie. 

Or 1 (hall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made worroes meat of me, 

I haue it, and foundly to your houfes- — = 

S.xk 

Ro. This Gentleman the Princes nearealie, 

My very friend hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftaynd 
With Tibalt s (launder, Tibetlt that an hour® 

Hath beene my Cozin, O fweet let lie t. 

Thy beautie hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foltncd valours ftecle, 
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